276                LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

are repairing my house, and I am reduced to
living in my parlor, which is as sad as a
prison. Come to console me. You may
take all the books you want and I will not
ask you to leave anything in pawn. Good-by.

CCXCIV.

PARIS, Friday, April 30, 1867,
DEAR friend, I am very sorry that you are
surrounded by sick persons. I fear that
you are not thinking of me. Will you not
come to take care of me ? I went to the
exposition and was not dazzled. It is true
that it was raining and impossible for me to
see the amusing things which are in the gar-
den. I saw some beautiful Chinese objects,
too high priced for my purse, and Russian
carpets, all sold. Some morning you shall
have to take me there and guide me in my
purchases. The rainy weather hurts me
much. I do not dare to go out and I live
like a bear. I am burning with the desire
to go to your house some evening, but I am
convinced that I should be compelled tocise. I hope you are still prosperous. Theyt, blinded and dazzled by the noise of
